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- one - 


Author's Notes: 

Yeah, | know, I've said so many times that | don't like to work on more than one story at once, but | make an 
exception for challenges. And it fits too with the area | live in, hah. | got part of this idea from how it seems 
that, every time a band comes to Florida, they complain about the heat. Especially because l'm in the south, 
where it gets to be around 40 degrees in the summer, whenever | go to a concert, the singer of whatever 
band it is will pretty much always make some remark about it being really hot. I've actually seen Avenged 
Sevenfold before when they were opening for Metallica, but | wasn't that into them then, so I'm not sure if 
Matt complained about the heat, hah. | wasn't exactly paying attention. was really just waiting for Metallica, 
so, y'know. But anyway, here's the story | wrote for the challenge. | like it-l even tried to make it have some 
semblance of plot, but y'know, | worked with the challenge too, hah. It got longer than | expected as well, just 
like.pretty much everything else | write, Imao. Thanks everyone for reading and reviewing my other stories. 


Hope you enjoy :) 


The fucking heat was going to kill him. 


Matt had known the shows he'd be playing in Florida would be hot, since it was the middle of summer, but he 


hadn't been expecting fucking "eighty-nine degrees, feels lke ninety-nine degrees’ on the weather reports. And he 
also hadn't realized how shitty the A/C on the bus was until the first day of the three day trek through 
Florida. Or the A/C in the venues they'd been playing. Fucking Christ, it was like the state was out to get them, 


for fuck's sake. 


The show that night had pretty much proven that, the heat continuing to choke the air even as the sun went 
down. It wasn't as bad as it had been in the middle of the day - feels like fucking ninety-nine, fucking hell -, 


more like "feels like eighty-nine”. Which wasn't much of an improvement. 


Matt slowly stumbled backstage, his vision blurring as his head throbbed, his heart beating frantically. 
Breathing heavily, he leaned against a wall, sweat dripping down his face and all the voices around him running 
together and sounding like they were coming from underwater. He barely managed to stumble to his dressing 
room and grab one of the many water bottles on one of the tables and all but rip it open. His bandmates were 
pretty much in the same state he was - well, except for fucking crazy Jimmy, but that's how the drummer 


always was. 


Despite downing an entire water bottle in only a few seconds, Matt still felt like he was about to pass out, 
flopping down on one of the couches and throwing an arm over his eyes as his stomach churned. He swallowed 
roughly, rubbing a hand over his face and pulling it back covered in sweat. He winced as his head throbbed 


painfully. 


"Oh shit, man down!" Jimmy shouted, laughing, and even though Matt wasn't looking, he knew the drummer was 
still hyper and probably unable to stand still. How the fuck the guy still had so much energy in this heat was 
completely beyond Matt. Despite that the heat had been climbing into the ninety-degree area throughout their 
set, Jimmy had gone as hard as always behind his drumkit, dripping with sweat and panting heavily, yet still 


seemingly having an extra reserve of energy for after the show. 


Zack, however, was a lot less hyper, only slightly less sweaty and exhausted than Matt. He shuffled over to 
the singer lying across the couch, kneeling next to him with a concerned look. "You alright, man?" he asked, 
putting his hand on Matt's shoulder and immediately raising an eyebrow in worry. "Shit, dude, you're fuckin’ 


burning up." 


Jimmy got down next to Zack and put his hands on the guitarist's arm. "Is he gonna make it?" he remarked 


with a grin, and Zack rolled his eyes and punched the drummer in the shoulder. 


"Dude, come on, l'm fuckin’ worried about him." Zack snapped, and Matt groaned quietly as his stomach churned 
painfully again. Zack's hand was back on his arm, and Matt tried to look up at him, his eyes half-lidded and 
unfocused, hardly able to make out the worry on Zack's face. "Matt, seriously, are you alright? You think 


somethin's wrong?" 


"| don't--I don't know.." Matt mumbled, his voice raspy and wrecked, even more so than it normally was after 
screaming his ass off on stage for an hour and a half. That seemed to get Jimmy's attention, the drummer's 


grin immediately falling from his face as his eyebrows shot up in uneasiness. 


"Oh shit, what's wrong with Shads?" Johnny asked, more concern in his voice than Matt had ever heard from 
the normally easygoing bassist. 


"I think its the heat" Zack told him. "Probably heat exhaustion He should be alright if he gets to a cold room 


or somethin." 


"Yeah, but the shitty fuckin’ A/C's out at the hotel” Brian put in, and Matt hadn't even realized the guitarist 
had appeared behind him to stroke the sweaty hair off his forehead. A wet cloth was laid across his forehead 


a second later, and he groaned quietly as he leaned into the touch. 


"So get him in a cold bath or something." Jimmy put in, before he looked off into the distance with a grin 
"Man, that sounds nice... 


Their voices all started to blur together, and Matt was dimly aware of someone grabbing his arms and pulling 
him into a sitting position, before an arm wrapped around his shoulders and helped him stand up. He swayed 

where he stood, his eyes rolling around in their sockets as his stomach turned again, but he was held strong 
where he was. Blearily, he blinked, now registering that it was Brian holding onto him, keeping an arm wrapped 


around his back to steady him. 
‘C'mon, man" Brian stated, beginning to lead Matt's shaky form out of the venue. "Let's get you back" 


Matt pretty much clung to Brian as they made their way back to the hotel, almost dragging himself along. By 
the time they'd made it back, Matt felt like he was about to pass out again, stumbling through the lobby and 
into the elevator in a daze. As soon as they were standing in the elevator, he swayed where he stood, but 
Brian kept his arm firmly around the singer's shoulders. The heat inside was almost as bad as it was outside, 
and Matt dimly remembered something about the hotel's A/C being down for the past couple days. He sighed 
heavily, sagging against Brian, who instinctively tightened his grip. Great Of all the times he could be staying in 
a hotel with no or shitty A/C, it had to be when he was pretty much dying from the heat. 


Once they'd reached their hotel room, the heat seemed to be even worse somehow. At least outside there had 
been a faint breeze that came by once in a while, the air moving in some way, but in the room, there was 
absolutely no air movement whatsoever. It was the kind of heat that seeped into his bones, crept into every 


inch of his body and almost choked him, the thick air making it hard to breathe. 


The singer leaned heavily on the wall, his vision fading between blurry and normal as he blearily watched Brian 
start the water in the jacuzzi - the hotel could afford a jacuzzi but they couldnt afford to get the A/C fixed on 
the hottest day of the fucking year? Brian moved back to put a hand on Matt's arm and lead him to the 
jacuzzi, and once Matt climbed in after removing his sweat-soaked shirt, Brian disappeared to the other side of 


the room. 


The cold water felt like heaven on his overheated skin, and Matt groaned quietly as he sank back against the 
edge of the tub, dipping his hand in the quickly rising water and rubbing it over his sweaty chest. A moment 


later, Brian was back at the side of the tub with two glasses of ice water, handing one to Matt and setting his 
on the side of the tub. 


"Hey," the guitarist began, and Matt blearily looked up at him, watching him take his shirt off. "lemme in" Matt 
just shrugged, closing his eyes again and leaning back against the wall of the tub, feeling the water shift as 
Brian joined him in the tub. 


After a few minutes, once the tub was pretty much full and Matts hazy mind was beginning to clear, the cold 
water starting to do its job, he could actually focus on what was happening. Specifically Brian sitting next to 
him. Like Matt, the guitarist had also stripped down to his boxers, a sheen of sweat visible on his pale, inked 
chest. He was staring off into space, idly sucking on a red popsicle. Where the fuck had he gotten a popsicle? 
Matt wondered as he continued to stare at Brian. 


For some reason, he couldn't stop staring at Brian. Especially at his mouth, his thin lips wrapped around the 
popsicle and sucking. Maybe it was the heat still clouding his mind, but Matt watched Brian in somewhat of a 
daze, the way the guitarist's tongue slowly dragged up the length of the popsicle before he put it back in his 
mouth, swallowing the liquid that had melted in his mouth. 


Brian suddenly sucked harder on the popsicle, taking it further into his mouth, and Matt inhaled sharply before 


he managed to look away, grabbing his glass of ice water and almost choking on it. Goddammit. Goddammit-- 


‘Sorry, dude, there was only one and | didn't think you'd want it" Brian's voice came from beside him, and Matt 
turned back to the guitarist. His lips and tongue were stained red from the popsicle, and that combined with 
his half-lidded, tired eyes, smudged with black, his hair damp with sweat and sticking to his face, was making 
the singer's mind wander to a place he didn't exactly want it to. He shook his head, both as a response to Brian 


and to rid himself of his thoughts. The second one didn't work 


It's fine." Matt told him, his voice sounding strangled. Brian nodded, and Matt took a deep breath before he 
dipped his hands in the cold water, running them over his face and through his hair at the same time he tried 


to stop his racing thoughts. The heat, he was gonna blame the heat, he could do that, right-- 
"You alright now, Shads?" Brian asked, and Matt breathed out slowly, nodding. 


"Yeah." he murmured, leaning back against the edge of the tub. Without him realizing it, his eyes moved back 
to watch Brian again, the guitarist still sucking on the popsicle. He leaned over to turn off the water, and Matt 
dimly registered that the tub was full at this point, up to their chests. All he could focus on right now, 
however, was Brian's strong, tattooed arm reaching over to stop the water, before he dipped his hand into it 
and rubbed it over his sweaty chest. Matt's breathing was heavy as he stared at Brian, his lips wrapping 
around the popsicle again, his cheeks hollowing as he sucked on the frozen treat. Why the fuck did he have to 
suck it that hard?! Jesus Christ! 


This time, Brian noticed Matt staring at him, and he turned to stare back at the singer, raising an eyebrow in 


curiosity. Before he could say anything, Matt spoke first. 


"Your lips are really red" he blurted out before he could really think of a response. As he was mentally kicking 
himself for such a stupid statement, Brian chuckled. 


"Yeah?" he asked with a smirk. The walls of the room suddenly felt like they were closing in, and not just 
because of the heat. But Matt still held Brian's gaze, swallowing roughly. 


"Yeah." he stated, finding himself sweating again despite the cold water. His eyes flickered down to Brian's red 
lips again, and the guitarist definitely saw, smiling slyly. Matt tried to smile back, but the expression he made 
probably just ended up looking more like a grimace instead. “But.that happens." Shut the fuck up, Matt 


Brian continued to give him that same smirk, his eyes flicking to the popsicle he was still holding. "Y'know, | 
shoulda given it to you." he remarked, and Matt didn't miss the innuendo in the guitarist's statement. Brian 
grinned, his eyes half-lidded with something Matt couldn't read hiding within them. "You can have it" He held 
the popsicle out to the singer, offering it to him, and Matt wanted to reach forward and take it, but he felt 
like his arms were glued to his sides. Brian seemed to realize, and just as Matt opened his mouth to say 


something, Brian moved forward and stuck the popsicle right in Matt's mouth. 


Oh Jesus fucking Christ Something short-circuited in the singer's brain for a second, and he was dimly aware of 
his own hand coming up to wrap around Brian's wrist, the one holding the popsicle. He'd been planning to grab 
the frozen treat itself, take it, but instead, for some reason, he just kept holding Brian's wrist as he sucked on 
the popsicle, staring at him with a dumbfounded expression. And Brian was still giving him that fucking smirk. 


Matt only took a couple minutes to finish the popsicle, fingers still wrapped around Brian's wrist even as the 
guitarist pulled the stick out of his mouth with the other hand and tossed it to the side. Now there was no 
excuse for Matt to still be holding Brian's arm and staring at him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. The 


heat, it was the heat, he could blame the heat, right? Right? He'd done it before. He could do that, still, right-- 


He didn't realize how different Brian looked this close. Matt could see every detail of the guitarist's face, his 
dark eyes almost black, his long eyelashes and heavy-lidded eyes giving him a tired, yet sultry look, the light in 
the room highlighting the sharpness of his cheekbones and the angular lines of his face. The smirk that had 
been on his face had disappeared, replaced by an intense look that the singer wished he could read. 


Matt wasn't sure who leaned in first, or why. All he knew was that everything blurred inside his head for a 
second, and then he was kissing his guitarist. 


Despite the heat of the room and the cold water surrounding him making his mind foggy, some part of him 
freaked out for a moment, and he was about to pull away and try to come up with some bullshit excuse, but 
Brian seemed to read his thoughts. Before the singer could pull back, the guitarist put a hand on his arm and 


moved closer to him to deepen the kiss. 


Brian tasted like the popsicle, Matt realized dimly. For some reason, that was the first thing that popped into 


his head as soon as his mind had recovered from blanking out. The second thing was that Brian's lips were 


soft, moving tenderly, yet with an air of uncertainty, against Matt's. His teeth latched onto the singer's lip ring 
and Matt couldn't help the raspy moan that spilled from his throat as Brian tugged on his piercing with his 
teeth. 


When they separated, Matt was panting, breathing heavily in the thick air with his hands still on Brian's arms. 
His eyes opened halfway to stare at the guitarist inches away from his face, who wore a similar expression. 
Brian's hands were still on him as well, fingers trailing lightly down his arms and leaving chills in their wake. 
Matt wanted to say something, but it felt like his breath was caught in his throat as Brian continued to stare 
at him. Intense, so fucking intense, he'd only seen Brian look at women that way on stage, he'd never been the 


subject of that stare, Jesus Christ-- 


Apparently, Brian couldn't think of anything to say either, since he simply dived forward and crashed his lips on 
Matt's again. 


Somehow, the room seemed to heat up even more, and Matt gasped for breath as Brian's lips moved down to 
his neck, before his teeth sunk in at the same time one of his hands dived underwater to trail his fingers over 
the singer's thigh. Matt sucked in air through his teeth and bit his lip as Brian's mouth trailed down his neck 
to lick at his collarbone. "Bri--" he managed to choke out, before the guitarists fingers slipped under the 


waistband of his boxers for a second, forcing a breathy moan from his lips. 
"Yeah." Brian murmured against the hollow of Matts throat, his hands still wandering under the water. 


"What is." Matt's words trailed off, both because of Brian's fingers moving over his thighs again, and because 
he wasn't sure what he was even trying to ask But somehow, the guitarist seemed to know what he was 
trying to figure out, maybe because he was thinking the same thing. What was this? It'd come out of nowhere, 
and Matt had been blaming it all on the heat at first, but the cold water had been working for the past ten 


minutes or so, so why-- 


"| don't know," Brian admitted, shifting so he was looking at Matt's face again. "I didn't... mean." He bit his lip as 
he looked up at the ceiling, seemingly trying to pull words out of the heated air, before he returned his gaze 
to the singer. "I don't really know, man" He laughed nervously. "But | don't wanna stop." He smirked, sliding his 


hand up Matt's arm, and the taller man's breath hitched just at the feel of the guitarists hands on him. "If 
you wanna stop, then that's alright. But | don't wanna stop if you don't" 


He'd said the last part in a low, husky voice, almost growling the words, and Matt couldn't stop himself from 
yanking Brian down and smashing their lips together. He wasn't even blaming it on the heat this time. He didn't 
know what the fuck he was doing - he was fucking making out with his guitarist, what the fuck, he'd never kissed 
another guy or even been attracted to one before, why the fuck did he suddenly want HS GUITARIST so bad, what 


about the band, what about the fucking band, how were they supposed to go back trom this-- 


Brian's hands moving down over his chest stopped his racing thoughts dead in their tracks, and he moaned low 
in his throat as the other man's hands continued to wander, fingers teasing at the edges of his boxers. Brian 


pressed closer to Matt, climbing up on his knees to lean in, and Matt shifted away from where he'd been 


sitting against the wall of the tub so he could wrap his arms around Brian and the guitarist could do the same. 


That was the moment where Brian leaned forward, apparently too far, at the same time Matt leaned too far 
back, and neither man had even a second to react before Brian slipped forward and shoved Matt underwater. 
The singer's hands were still gripping Brian's shoulders, so as he was falling backwards, he ended up yanking 
Brian right down with him, plunging them both into the cold water. 


Matt's involuntary reaction was to gasp in surprise, inhaling sharply at the exact moment his face went 
underwater, and he choked as he instantly jumped back above the water, coughing violently. Brian also coughed 
up the water he'd breathed in as well, smacking his chest as water dribbled out of his mouth. They choked for 
a couple minutes, splashing water everywhere as they writhed painfully in the tub. 


Then, with both of them still coughing and wheezing slightly, they looked up at each other at the same time, 
and there was a second of silence before they both burst out laughing. Maybe it was the heat, maybe the 
adrenaline, but Matt suddenly felt like everything was just the same as it always had been - sure, he was 
making out with his guitarist in a bathtub, but..his guitarist This was Brian, his bandmate, his best friend. He 
knew his bandmates better than anyone else - he was close with all of them, especially Jimmy and Brian 


Something about this just felt natural, like it had been building up for years. Maybe it had. 


Still grinning, Brian leaned close to Matt again and was on him again, his hands flying over the singer's body, his 
fingers tracing tattoos and diving underwater to trail over his chest, his ribs, his sides.. 


"Fuck, Brian, just." Matt gasped as Brian's hand began to wander down his stomach, his fingers trailing over the 
tattoo there for a few seconds longer before sliding down to grab the singer through his boxers. He moaned 
shakily, his fingers digging into Brian's shoulders, and the guitarist threw him a smirk 


"What do you want, Matt?" It was half a teasing tone, and half an actual inquiry, Brian not being sure what to 
do just as much as Matt. Matt breathed out slowly, trying to get his brain working again, which was easier 
said than done with Brian's hand still on his clothed cock. 


"Just." he murmured, biting his lip and sliding his hands over Brian's back. "Touch me." 


Without a second thought, Brian's hand dived into Matt's boxers to grasp the singer's cock, and Matt threw 
his head back as a raspy moan was forced from his throat, his hands losing their grip on the guitarist's back. 


"Fuck--oh fuck--" 


Brian's eyes darkened as he watched Matt's face, his hand stroking the taller man’s cock once and pulling 
another long, drawn out groan from him, and the guitarists head spun. Matt's voice was all rough and raspy 
from the show they'd done not an hour ago, making his moans sound even sexier. "Fuck, your voice sounds 
fucking hot like that." Brian couldn't help but growl, sliding closer to Matt and moving the hand in the singer's 


boxers at a slow pace. 


The expression on Brian's face - dark eyes half-lidded and almost black, his teeth gripping his lower lip almost 


hard enough to bruise, his cheeks flushed, just his face, a mask of arousal and need - as he stroked Matt was 
enough for the singer to let one of his hands slide down the other man's back and underneath the waistband 
of his boxers. Brian paused, shivering slightly, and Matt watched him for a moment, his mind going blank again. 
He still wasn't entirely sure what to do, but if he just did what Brian was doing to him.. 


His hand hesitantly slipped into the guitarist's boxers, and the expression he got sent a rush of confidence 
through him that he was doing this right. Brian's eyes fell shut, his mouth falling open as he let out a shaky 
exhale - a face similar to the expressions he made on stage when he was playing guitar. A low moan fell from 
his lips as Matt began to move his hand. 


"Unnhh--Matt--" Brian groaned, and Matt couldn't stop himself from yanking the guitarist closer and smashing 
their lips together again, pushing a knee between Brian's legs. Brian moaned low in his throat, grinding against 
Matt's knee at the same time his hand stroked the singer's cock faster. Matt broke away to let his head fall 
back as a moan fell from his lips again, and Brian fisted one of his hands in the taller man's hair as he leaned 


forward to bite his neck again. 


Matt couldn't keep himself quiet, hardly able to focus on anything besides Brian, Brian all over him. "Brian-- 
Brian, fuck...” 


He suddenly felt the guitarist pulling his boxers down, silently asking with his eyes if it was okay to continue. 
Breathing heavily through his nose, Matt nodded, and Brian threw him that smirk again as he pulled Matt's 
underwear completely off. A second later, Brian yanked his own boxers off, and immediately lunged back at 
Matt, his hand going right back to the singer's cock, and Matt made a desperate noise that would have 


embarrassed him under any other circumstance. 


He wanted to touch Brian again, make him feel what he was feeling. He pulled the guitarist close again, and their 
cocks brushed together, pulling a shaky moan from Brian's lips, and Matt gave him a smirk of his own as he 


took both their cocks in hand, stroking them together. 


"Fuck, Matt--yesss.." Brian hissed, his hand reaching down to join Matt's as they stroked themselves together. 
Matt leaned his head back against the edge of the tub as Brian let his head fall forward onto Matt's shoulder, 
their hands brushing as they rubbed their cocks together. Matt was panting, his eyes squeezed shut and his 
mouth hanging open as loud, raspy moans spilled from his lips without him even intending it, and Brian leaned 


forward and took a hard bite of Matts neck at the same time he twisted his hand on the upstroke. 


Matt didn't even have time to give Brian a warning before he was cumming, his back arching away from the 
edge of the tub as he let out a loud, shaky moan, probably further killing his voice, but that was the farthest 
thing from his mind at that moment. He felt like he couldn't breathe in the heat of the room, making him feel 
like his head was spinning as he shuddered under Brian's hands. And just the sight of Matt falling apart 
underneath him was enough to make Brian lose it as well, groaning into Matt's neck as he spilled all over his 


and the singer's hands. 


Brian collapsed against him, and Matt's arms immediately came up to wrap around the guitarist's back, pulling 


him close. "Fuck." Matt breathed, still panting heavily while his free hand traced patterns along Brian's back, 
over the tattoos on his arms. Brian let out a breathy chuckle from where his face was still buried in Matt's 


chest. 


"Fuck indeed" he remarked, before he reached over to take a long drink of his ice water before he threw Matt 


a smirk. "That didn't help with the fucking heat at all." 


And despite everything - the heat, the thoughts racing in his head -, Matt couldn't help but let out a laugh, 
pulling Brian back to his chest, and the guitarist wrapped his arms around the singer's shoulders almost 
immediately. 


They sat there together for a few moments before Brian spoke up, seemingly reading Matt's mind. "You know," 
he began, shifting so he was looking up at Matt. "I don't--l didn't really know--l didn't really think this whole 
thing through.’ He laughed nervously, but there was some sort of warmth in his eyes. "And there were a 
couple times | was thinking about what was supposed to happen after, but | didn't wanna say it, ‘cause | really 


liked seeing you like that." 


Matt nodded, giving Brian a smile as well. Somehow, he wasn't as nervous as he had been just moments ago, 
looking into the guitarists eyes. Like he'd realized earlier, this was Brian, his guitarist, his bandmate, his best 
friend. Something just felt right about.whatever this was. They didn't have to put a label on it, they could just 
continue as it was. It hardly even seemed like anything had changed, if Matt was being honest. 


There was some part of the singer that was scared shitless by that, but the other part, the part that was 


winning, was staring up at Brian and smiling still, taking in the warmth on the guitarist's face. 


"We should probably get out of here." Brian put in, and Matt nodded. "Go somewhere else where it's not so 
fuckin’ hot. | say we get to the store." 


"Why the store?" Matt asked as Brian pulled the plug from the drain and stood up, before he followed suit. 
Brian just smirked 


"To get more popsicles." 


The laugh he got from Matt wiped away all the doubts that had been racing in their minds since they'd first 
gotten in the tub. 


